
Curry Dirt Box
Something was buried in the dirt, below the window. I’d lived in the
gourmet shack maybe a month, far from any kind of town or
convenience store. Late one night I heard heavy feets crossing the
ground outside. A creature very large, like maybe a Richard Kiel or
Ted Cassidy (RIP, guys) wandering about. I just waited in my Sealy®
bed, covered wildly in a goose down comforter, hoping a big body
wouldn’t knock the shack wall down and place me in a cooking pot.
Silly, I know. But possibly true. So yes, next morning I go out and spy
for tracks. Nothing. So I go to the window and there it is: evidence of
someone/something having dug about. This far into the mountains I
was fine with privately clawing the delicious dirt to explore, organic
goodness that grew my many berries very well. In seconds I scraped a
metal box covered by antique paint design. Digging wildly, out it came.
Wow. It was a very old Jack-in-box. You know, a wind-up thing. Dare
I? Perhaps there’s a stack of euros inside, or chocolate coffee. Crank
the box I did. Bang! The lid burst open and there stood a highly
excellent Tim Curry doll, possibly as Frank-N-Furter or…well, as Tim
Curry. Later that afternoon, after a pinch of cool vinegar cleaning and
whatnot, I placed the box on the fireplace mantle built in 1867 from
Barcelona imported bricks. That night I crawled back to my Sealy®—
and round two AM heard a large creature weeping outside my
window. Oh, dear.

End.
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